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1. 
(= now let's Rejoyce, 
And 1be City Bells ring, 


And the Bonefires kindle, 
Whilſt unto the KING 
We pay en our Knees 
The grand Tribute that's due, 
Of Thanks and Oblations, 
Which mi we renew, 
For Mercies that we 
Have received of late, 
From Prudence and Juſtice 
Diverting our Pate. 
2. 
The Curtain is drawn 
And tbe Clouds are diſperi'd ; 
The P LOT's come to light, 
That in darkneſs did Neſt : 
Jack Calvin*s diſplay'd 
With his Colours in Grain, 
And who were the Traytors 
Aud Villains "tis plain: 
The Traps that they laid, 
And the Snares that they ſet, 
Have caught them at loft 
In their own filly Net: 


The Foreman laß, 
That Off. ſpriug of Hell, 
In whoſe wickgd Breaſt 
All Treaſon doth dwel, 
To the Tower is ſent, 
. With bir Triple Name, 
IWhilft the Triple-Tree groans 
For bis Carcaſs again, 
And many Rogues more 
Their Leader will follow 
Unto the ſame Place, 
Mhilſt we whoop and Hollow, 


4+ 
The Libelling Tribe 
Who ſo long have Reign'd, 
And ſowed Sedition, 
Shall now be Arraigu d; 
Their Shams and their Lies 
Shall ds them no good, 
When they come to the Tree, 
There's no Sbamming that Mood: 
Janeway and Curtis 
In tbe F or lora Hope, 
Then vile, Smith and Care 
Shall Neck, the next Rope. 


5. 
Co, ſo, let them dye 
That would Monarchs deſtroy, 
Aud fpit all their Venom 
Our Land to annoy : 
If that their Pom ir were 
To their Malice equal, 
And their Courage the ſame, 
They'd ſoon rxine all ; 


Bu their Courage is low, 


And their Power but ſmall ; 


F Their Treoſon is High, 


And muſt bave 6 Fal. 
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A Congratulation on the Happy Diſcovery of the Flliſh Fanatick Plot. 
| To the Tune of, Nom, now the Fight's done. 


6. ä 

When Trojans of Old 

(Our Anceſtors) were 
In danger of Shipwrack , 

And toſ d here and there; 
Great Neptune ſoon quel d 

Thoſe Rebels and Storms, 
With krandiſhed Trident, 

And free d them from barms ; 
They fled from his Face, 

Through the guilt of their C auſe, 
As theſe from our Lion, 

If be ſtretch out his Paws, 


Go Devils, be * 
To the Region below, 
Here's no bus neſs of yourr, 
Or ought left to do: 
No Tempter we need, 
We can aft all our ſelves, 
Without any belp 
From you filly Elves ; 
For what Presbyter Adi, 
He think: a diſgrace 
All Hell ſhould cut. doe him, 
Or dare ſhew their Face. 


8. 
For produce all the IN 
That Hell ever hateh d, 
"Tis nothing at ol, - 
When it comer to be match'z 
With what bas been Plonted 
By Traytors of late, 
Who aim d at the Ruine 
.Of Church, and of State: 
By Perjury, Bribes, 
By ſuborning all Evil, 
By Murtber, aud worſe 
Than ere came from th Devil, 


9. 
Now Presbyter come 


And ſubmit tby fliff N, 
_ labourft 2 * 
ur great Monarch to ebeck;; 
8 Power Divine 
0 Mortals controul, * 
But bazard the leſs 
Of both Body and Can: 
Then baniſh for ever 
Toxr Commonwealth bope, 


Which tends to deſtructien, 
And ends with 4 ROTE 
EPILOGUE. 
With Wine of all ſorts - 
Let the Conduits rum free, 
And each true beart drink, 
The KING': Health on bis Knee, 
No Treaſon ſhall lodge 
In our Breaſt while we live, 
To God, and to Cæſar 
Their Due we will give ; 
Wel pray with our Hearts, 
And fight with our Hands, 
Ageinſt al Fanaticks, 
When Grem GHARLES Commands. 


